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Children's Reflections
of Duxbury Bay

At Hie end ol Ihc summer, the Duibury Day Maritime
(I)IIMS) Junior S.iilui|i Program sponsored Ihe (irM-cver
"Rcllixlions no Hie Hay" creative writing and arlwnrk coolest.
Children ages X lo 14 wrote p.Knu. essays, painted pictures,
ami look photographs: all entrants won a certificate of J50
mwwd their ne»l class al DDMS.and winners won a fleece veM
witli the DOMS logo and MO towards their nest ODMS class.

Tlic winners for H-IO-ycar olds were Jack Wnllf. age 9.
painting. Aaion Klein, age 10. phmogra|>h. and Roben Drook]
age III, pocio.

Tlic winner* for I l-H-ycar old* were Grayson (Juller. age
II. photograph. Mm Uovctoace II. cttjy; Ijii MtCoort. age
11. photograph: Ian Ikcda. age II. poem.
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by KoIk-ii llniaike

It is a calm day I'm alone in my

Sailboat. I'm wit pretty far right now. I can see

ClarkN island across Hie sparkling sally water.

Tlic seagulls laugh above me. They've changed their
Direction. My tail tells me why. I gust of wind is

Coming.

Tlic wind catches and carries me My eyes arc wide

Open. I brcalhe everything in. Tie great blue freedom
Of Dushury Oay.

A Sail on Duilmry Hay

by Mall Rovclo .

As my Oad and I were finally off from Ihc nuwing I gawd
into die waters of Duihury Day. Ihe sun was shining on Ihc
walcr making il glimmer all over. Tlic air was crisp over Ihe bay

as I pulled and pushed the tiller until I gut to ihe right spot. I

looked down into the walcr lo see if I could sec Ihe bottom, and
I could. Striped Oavs and btucfish with jellyfish were swim
ming and floating around in Ihe water. The seaweed was as

green as ever under Ihe blue-green water. Dad shouted. "Slay

nn Course!" and I realised I had gone way of our route toward
High fines.

We had planned lo go around Ctark's Island as usual. We
sailed on. waving lo people in other boats who we know and

who we didn't know. Until we came In ihc beach across the

road frnm High Pines which we call Bubble Ocach. That is
because when we step on the sand in the water bubbles come
up from under Ihe sand. When we go there we had a fine lime
doing that, hut we had lo keep going.

We saw the kills al DDMS sailing in Ihc distance. That was
going io he me in a week. I thought about the pleasures that the

Day gels In watch, kids jailing al DOMS. pcnplc stepping on
Hie sain) io Ihe water at Uuhhlc llcach. and all the lives in il too.

Oad and I started to go in hack of the Island, watching both
people from Gurnet and Clark's Island playing in their back
yards and private teaches. The long ride Jo far w.u nuking me

feel sleepy and related. So. I went up lo ihc bow of the boat and
slept hearing the noises of ihe gulls, waves, and Ihe splashing
of ihe fish while I dreamed. When I wake up. I saw we were
almost past Clark's Island heading back towards the mooring. I

asked if I could sail Ihc rest of Ihe way and Dad said I could.
So we sailed with ihe wind in our hair as we raced home. I
noticed how everybody enjoys ihc Dusbury Day with sailing,

fishing, swimming, and going lo the beach. Almost cvcrylhing

you can Ihmk of! We dehgged and hopped into Ihc dinghy. I
realized liuw much people use Ihc Day everyday and that my

favorite lions '" *> »h«» I"'" nut on Dusbury Day. is In sail
until the sun sets.

Snilinj; on Dunbury Hay

by Ian Ikcda

Alone in my boal

On Dusbury Oay

Sunshine on my face.

Wavy water surrounds me.

Sail trimmed in.

Tell laics pinned back.

Hiked out, my face wet and salty.

I am on the edge of an endless world

Where I am meant to be.

DHS Class of 1996 Reunion
Don't miss out on your W-ycat reunion, lo be held en

Nov. 25. For information, e-miil Sheila Slaitery at sjlat-
tc29aol.com or call hi 7-7.1J.«W


